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Dying Tears of a True Lover forſaken. 
Made on his Death-Bed, the Hour before his Death, - 


To the Tune of, Come live with me, &c. 


WH fe gentle Hearts that thue Love crave, 
Where true Love can ng Harbour have, 
From ſhedding Tears cannot refrain, | 


But moufn with me that lov'd in vain 3 
Sore ſick in Love, ſore ſick in Mind, | 
Come, gentle Death, my Life unwind, 


For Cupid s Shaft and golden Bow, 
Now ſeeks my Joys tooverthrow. 


Upon my Death-Bed I have pen'd 


The Story of my ſatal Kud; 


Vain World, behold, I dye, I dye, 

Here murther'd by Love's Cruelty : 

O Sarah Hill, thou art the Wight, 
That turn'd my Joy to ſharp Deſpight, 

T hou art the Cauſer of my Death, | 
Farewell, falſe Love, farewell, my Breath. 


Be warn'd ye Wantons by my Fall, 
In Love there is no Truth at 4 3 : 
Although in Love you live untrue, 
There are ſome Maids as ſafe as you: 
Her Beauty dazled fo mine Eyes, ® 
T hat in her Breaſt my Heart ſtill lies, 
Ilovd her, but ſhe lov'd not me, 


Wherefore behold, I dye, 1 dye. | 


o curſed Eyes, why did you gaze 


Upon her fair and flattering Face? 


O wherefore did my Eyes hehold 


One fram'd of ſuch unconſtant Mold ? 
Come wrap me in my winding Sheet, 
And bear me ſadly through the Street, 
That from her Eyes ſalt Tears may ſhed, 
W hen for her ſake ſhe ſees me dead. 

In outward Shew ſhe joyned Hands, 

And vow'd to live in Wedl::ck Bands, 
But ſhe ankind hath me deſpis'a, | 
And broke my Heart ſo highly priz d: 

O Lord, what Grief do I ſuſtain, 

Who liv'd deſpis'd, and lov'd in vain: 
But, Lord, how well are they repaid, 
Which hap to chooſe a conſtant Maid? 


There is no living Wight that knows, 
The pineing Pain and endleſs Woes, 
That we forſaken Lovers hide, © 

But ſuch as have the Torments try'd, 

I needs muſt yield now Life doth fade, 
Death's Coming cannot be deny'd: 


O reach the Bible; pray to me, 
For that my Soul true Love ſhall be. 


Go tole my Paſling-Bell, dear Friends, 


| For here a Lover's Journey ends, 


But mark what Fortune ſhe ſhall have, 
When ſhe hath laid me in the Grave . 
I do not doubt bat yoo ſhall fee, 


Her Body paid in Miſery 
And made a Laughing - Stock to thoſe, / 


Who now her great Unkindneſs knows. 
You of the gentle-Craft that be, | 


She this kind Favour unto me: | 


That to the World this mournful Song 
Be chanted ſweetly you among z | 


And ſome of you l do requeſt, 
- To bear me to my longing Reſt. 
And lay my Careaſs in the Ground, 
With ringing Bells melodious Sound. 


To my dear Love then go and ſay, 
lier Change of Ming caſt me awo 


me away; 


Bid her hard Heert ſo conſtant prove, 


To him that next ſhall be her Love. 


With that he yielded up his Life, _ GE 
Where Death gave End to farther Strife z 


. Deſiring God that fits in Heaven, 
is Lover's Sins might be forgiven, 


Thus have you beard Hugh Hills good Mind 
Who never prov'd in Loye unkind; _ 
But to his End coninued true, ) 


Not changing an old Friend for new: 


FAKT-It 


(COME young Laſſes, and liſten well, 


Unto the Tate that I ſhall tell; 
For unto you I will unfold 
A Matter worthy to be told: 
There was a young Man lov'd me well, 
A Shoemaker, his Name Hugh Hill; 
His H-art with Love did burn amain, 


And | ſcem'd to love him again. 


Then were we wade ſure together, 
But I, unconſt ant as the Weather, 
Did him forſake, I was fo nice, 


When in the Church we were asked thrice : 
Wen that he ſaw I was unkind, 


And that i had a cruel Mind, 
For I ove of me he loſt his Life, 


Becauſe | would not be his Wife. 


I never car'd what he did ſay, 

But ſuffet'd him to pine away.; 
And when he yielded up his Breath, 
I quickly bad foryot his Death; 
But in my Bed upon a Time, 


As many Things cime in my Mind, 


There, ſmiling, to my ſelf I ſaid, 
I think that 1 ſhall die a Maid. 


Then many a Youth [ thought upon, 


J tov'd and fancy d many a one; 
I hated ſome, and ſome reiery'd 


To like and love as they deſerv'd: 


But in the midſt of all my Choice, 


1 heard a lamentable Voice, 


With Muſick ſounding to the Ear, 
But not to me, as did appear. 


For when J heard what it might be; 
That was the Cauſe of this Melody, 


My Face that was fo freſh and fine, 
As clear as is the Claret Wine, | 


My Skin is wither'd, my Fleſh is gone; 
And nothing left but Skin and Bone; 
And now | pine moſt dolefully 


And at the Window a Voice did cry, 
Hugh Hill is doad, fe, Sarah, fe. 
My Conſcience then tormented me, 
By my falſe Heart and Treachery; 


And ever more the Voice would cry, 
| Go pine thy ſelf, repent and die. 


Methought it was the Voice of Hugh, 
Of good Huzh Hill that was ſo true, 
That was ſo faithful unto me, 
Yet uſed him moſt wickedly: 

O there he did my Faults expreſs, 


And l the ſame muſt needs confeſs ;, 
For I killed him with Cruelty, 
For which 1 would, but cannot die, 


And fince that Time my Heart is light, . 
And all my Body altered quite, 

Mine Eyes are ſunk into my Head. 
Which makes me look like one that's dead 5 


Is now transform'd to another Hue, 


Both grim and loathſome to the Views 


Wiſhing for Death, but — die: 


Therefore, fweet Maids, that Suitors have, 


Yield unto them that true Love crave; 


O do not caſt a Man away, 
Leſt you your ſelves go to decay. 


If unto you a young Man come, 
You are ſo fine you'll ne er have done, 
Until your Beauty fall away, 

You ſcorn moft Men you are fo coy: 


Fie, fie, remember what you are, 


Do not refuſe while you are fair; 
Unto your true Loves be.not coy, | 
:T is good to take them while you may. 


Mika 


As you are coy, fo have I been, 


But ſee the Grief I now live in, 

That was it not for my Soul's Health, 

I ſhould be willing to kill my ſelf: 
Therefore, fair Maids, amend in time, 


Leſt that your Woes be like to mine; 
And pray to God toend my Grief, 
Or elſe to rid me of my Lite. 


— * — 
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